98

But first hang out, that she'll discern*.

Your hymeneal charter.
Then heave aboard your grapple aim,

An5, large upo' her quarter,

Come full that day.

XIV.

Ye, lastly, bonie blossoms a',

Ye royal lasses dainty,
Heav'n roak you guld as weel as brawr

An' gie you lads a-plenty:
But sneer na British boys awa'?

For kings are unco scant ay;
An' German gentles are but sma\

They're better just than want ay
On onle day.

XV.

God bless you a9! consider now^

Ye're unco muckle dautet;
But ere the course o! life be thro'j

It may be bitter sautet:
An' I hae seen their coggie fou3

That yet hae tarrow't at it;
But or the day was done, I trow3

The iaggen they hae clautet

Fu' clean that day.

THE